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Ghap. XXI..The Calm Before.
Long after the storm had broken and

rolled away were we still sitting, talking in
the dim lamplight. In these hours I learned
what dark confidences my fi-iend had to
give me as to his solitary and hauuted past,Teamed more truly, also, than I had ever
done as yet, the value of a moral courage
that had enabled him, dogged by the cruel-
est hate of adversity, to emerge from the
furnace noble and thrice refined.
He had been picked up, as a mere child

drowning in the river, by the Thames police
and had been ultimately consigned to a
oharity school, from which, in clue course,
he had been apprenticed to a printer. Thus
far had his existence, emerging from pro-
foundest gloo'm, run a straignt and un¬
eventful course-but before?
Into what deadly corner of a great city's

most secret burrows his young life had
been first hemmed and then crusned out of
shape, who may say? When I had got him
down again, unnerved but quiet now and
wistful with apology over his outburst, he
told me all that he knew.
"Thunder always seems to turn my brain

a little, Kenny, perhaps because it Is asso¬
ciated in the depths of my mind with that
strange young experience. The muttering
sound of it brings a picture, as it were, be¬
fore my eyes, it is always there more or
less, it is true, but only as a vague uneasi¬
ness of impression until the voice comes.
Then I seem to see a confusion of wharfs
and monstrous piles of blackness standing
out against th»-sky; deadly water runs be¬
tween, in which smudges of light palpi¬
tate and are splintered into arrows and
come together again iike drops of quick*
"And you are. given something to drink?"
"It is poison; I know it as certainly as

that it is my father who wishes to be quit
of me. I can't tell you how I know."
"And before'/"
''"ihere is only the room and the window

lu tie roof, and myself, a sickly cripple
lying in bed, always alone and always tear-
tul of something."
"Duke, was the gentle woman your

mother?"
It must have been. But she

went after a time. Perhaps he killed hex-
as he wished to kill me."
"Can you remember him at all?"
"Only through a dreadful impression of

cruelty. I know that I am what I am by
his act; though when made so. or under
what provocation, if any, is all a blank.
It is the dog that hannts my memory most.
That seems queer, doesn't it? I suppose it
was the type of symbol of all the hate I
was the victom of. and I often feel as If
some day I shall meet it once more.only
ouce mo.re -and measure conclusions with it
on that little matter of the suffering it
caused me."
We fell silent for awhile. Then said I,

softly: "Duke, with such a past for back¬
ground, I think I can undent.11 how Dolly
ust stand out in the front of your pic
re."
'Yes." he said, with a tender inflection In
4 voice. "But anyhow I have no quarrel
1th her sex. What should I have been
ithont that other presence in the past? I

rnve known only two rt-omen intimately.
For their sake my right arm is at the ser-
vice of all."
His eyes shone upon me from the sallow

strong face. He looked like a crippled
knight of errantry fearless and dangerous
to tamper with where his right of affection
was questioned. For the time at least I
felt a proud submission in making over mylife to him to mould as he should please.
The week that followed was barren of

active Interest. It was a busy one at Great
Queen street, and all personal matters must
needs be relegated to the background. Oc¬
casionally I saw Dolly, but only in the
ronrse of official routine, and no opportun¬ity occurred for ns to exchange half a
dozen words in private.

Nevertheless, there was that In the dusty
atmosphere of the place that was curiously
foreign to its usual character.a sensation
of warmth and romance that Is scarcely
habitual to the matter-of-fact of the work
shop. Compromise with my heart as I
might on the subject of Zyp's ineffaceable
image, I could not but be conscious that
Ripley's at present held a very pretty aud
tender sentiment for me. It gafre me a
thrill, whenever business took me into the
binding department, to think that a word
from me could call the pink to the delicate
cheek of that sweetest of sewers busy by
the door yonder. The sense of a certain
proprietorship in it was an experience of
happiness that made my days run rosily,
for all the perplexity in my soul. Yet love,
such as I understood it in its spiritual ex-
clusiveness, was absent; uor did I ever
entertain for a moment the possibility of its
awakening to existence in my breast.
So the week wore on, and It w«s Satur¬

day again, and to-morrow, for good or evil,
the question must be put. Lert to myself,
I would have dallied longer in that pleasant
garden of indecision. The stronger will,
nowever, prevailed, and drove me toward
the goal of right.drove me. I feel sure,
with the spur galllns: its own heel.
That evening, as Duke and I were sitting

talking after supper. Jason's voice came
clamoring up the stairs and a moment after
my brother burst into the room. He was
In high spirits.flushed and boisterous as a
young Antlnous- and he flung himself into
a chair and nodded royally to Duke.
"Kenny's chum. I suppose?" said he.

"And that's a distinction to be proud of,
for all It's his brother that says so. Glad
to know you, Straw."
Duke didn't answer, but he returned the

nod, striving to glaze over prejudice genial-
ly, for my sake.

"Kenny, old chap!" cried Jason, "I
sha'n't want my friend at court yet.not
yet. by a long chalk, I hope. Look here."
He seized a purse from his pocket and

clapped It down on the table with a jing¬
ling thud.
"There's solid cash for y<5u, my boy!

Forty-three pounds to a penny, and a new
pleasure to th# pretty face of each of 'em."
"Where on earth did you get it, Jason?"
"Wont you be shocked, Barebones? Come

with me some night and see for yourself."
"You've been gambling, I believe."
"Horrid, Isn't it?.the walling baby and

the deserted wife and the pistol in the
garret.that's what you are thinking of,
eh? Oh. you dear thing! But we aren't
built alike, you and I. I go in for success,
and mean to have it. I was born under a
lucky star. The fates like my manner. I
think, and mean to make a pet of me.
There wasn't a wicked fairy at my birth
to draw a bloody cross on my forehead or
pinch the nurse to drop me and cripple me
for life."
"Be quiet, can't you?" I crie^ angrily."Not a bit of it. I'm breezy as a weather¬

cock to-night. I must talk. I tell you, and
you always rouse the laughing imp In me.
Where's the harm of gambling, if you win?
Eh. Jack Straw?"

"It's no very good qualification for work,If that's what you want to get, Mr. Tren-
der."
"Work? Hang the dirty rubbish! Work'sfor the poor in pocket and spirit. I want

to see life: to feel the sun of enjoymentdown to my very finger tips. You two may-work. if you like, with your codes of
cranky morals. You may fester all day 'n
a stifling office amr gormandize for reward
on your tepid tcr and musty ham. bones.You mfy j*o bacv'to your mill every Mon¬day mdrnlng a guilty sense of reliefthat another w^>kly dissipation on Hamp-stead Heath is over and done with. Thatdon't do for me. The shops here aren't allironware and stationery. There's color andglitter and music and rich food and laughter

UNUSUALCALLINGSFORWOMEN
A Woman Editor off the Northwest.

everywhere around, find I want my share
of It. When I'm poor I'll work: only.I
don't ever intend to be poor again."
"Well, we don't any of us intend to, for

the matter of that," said the Duke.
"Oh, but you go the wrong way about It.

You're hampered in the beginning with the
notion that you were made to work, and
that if you do it in fine manly fashion your
wages will be paid you iu full some day.
Why, what owls you are not to see that
those wages that you think you are storing
up so patiently are all the time being spent
by such as me! Here's happiness at your
elbow, in the person of Jason Trender.not
up in the skies there. But it's your nature,
and luckily that's my gain. You wouldn t
know how to enjoy ten thousaud a year if
you had It."
"You think not?"
"I know it. You'd never be able to shake

off the old humbug of responsibility.""Toward others you mean?"
"Of course I do. and that'* not the wayto make out life."
"Not your way?"
"Mine? Mine's to be Irresponsible and

dependent.to act upon every impulse and
always have a cat by me to claw out the
chestnuts."
"A high ideal, isn't it?"

_ ,"Don't fire that nonsense at me. Ideal,
indeed! A cant term, Jack Straw, for a
sort of religious mania. Xo ideal ever
sparkled like a bottle of champagne. I yebeen drinking It for the first time lately
and learning to play euchre. 1 ve not
proved such a bad pupil."

...He slapped the pocket to which he had
returned his purse with a Joyous laugh.
"Champagne's heaven!" he cried- 'I

never want any better. Gome out with me
to-morrow and taste It. Let's have a
Jaunt!"
Duke shook his head.
"We shouldn't agree in our notions of

pleasure." $aid he.
"Then, come you, Renny, and I 11 swear

to show you more fun in a day than you ve
known in all your four years of London.

"I can't, Jason, I've got another engage¬
ment."
"Who with?"
"Never mind. But I can t come.
"Oh. rubbish! You'll have to tell me or

else we go together."
"Neither the one nor the other.
For a moment he looked threatening.

"I'm not fond of these mysteries," he said.
Then his face cleared again.
"Well " he cried, "it's a small matter for

me and, after all, you don't know what
vou miss. What a thing it is to be tied
down to a sense of duty.to put a stinging
nettle In your buttonhole when you might
have a rose. You don't keep whiskey here,
I suppose?"
"No, we don't drink grog, either of "s.'*
"So I should have thought. Then I 11

make for livelier quarters".and crying
good-night to us, he went singing out of
the room.

,The moment I heard the outer door shut
on him, I turned to Duke.
"Don't hold me responsible for him, I

said. "You see what he Is."
"Renny," said Duke, gravely. I see that

friendship is impossible to him, and can
understand in a measure what he made
you suffer. There was a fairy handicapped
him for all self-satisfaction. Such looks
going hand in hand with such a nature
inako a grim couple of familiars for a
soul to grapple with."
"Yet, I think, it's true that he's of the

sort whom fortune always favors.
"They sign a compact iu blood for it.

though, as a wicked baron does in the
story books."
He smiled and we both fell silent. Prea-

entlv Duke said from the darkness:
"Where has he put up in London?"
"I don't know. He wouldn't say. W hyhe makes a secret of It he alone can tell.

SHE OWNS A PAPER
And Conducts It Upon an Approved

PIa,n.
Women who find that it is a great tax

upon them to manage one house and five
children should read with admiration of
Mrs. Doherty, of North Dakota, who man¬
ages a house, five children and a news¬
paper. The newspaper is the Nelson Coun¬
ty Independent, and is a legacy to Mrs.
Doherty from her husband, who died a

couple of years ago.
The Independent is not an insignificant

sheet by any means. It is the official paper
of the county, and it is a popular exponent
of the views of the Populists. So that Mrs.
Doherty has to be wise In politics as well
as In other things. But she conducts her
paper satisfactorily and is making it even
more of a success than It was under mas¬
culine management. Besides this she is
bringing up her children to the admiration
of the neighbors and is a housekeeper of re¬
pute.

TWO STRAWBERRY DESSERTS.
To make good Bavarian cream dissolve

one quarter of an ounce of gelatine In
three tablespoonfuls of. hot water, then
add four ounces of powdered sugar and
strain through a sieve. Whip a pint of
cream and set on Ice for fifteen minutes.
Press four ounces of strawberries through
a'sieve and add to the gelatine and water.
When it begins to stiffen add the whipped
cream. Mix all together and pour into a
mould, which set on icc till firm. Turn
out neatly on a platter and serve with
sweet cream.

To insure a delicious charlotte surround
a tin mould with Ice. Dissolve half an
ounce of gelatine in a pint of warm water,
strain It and put on ice. Select large ripe
berries, and when the gelatine is nearly
set, dip them in It and line the mould.
Mix one pint of cream with half a cup of
sugar and one teaspoonful of vanilla. Set
the bowl in ice water and whip the cream
to a froth. Skim off the froth Into a sieve.
Drain and whip again that which has
drained through. When all is whipped fill
the mould lined with strawberries. At the
time of serving dip the mould in warm
water and turn the contents out on a flat
ilish. Serve with sweet cream

"She scfearr

why, but a thrill ran through me and with
it a sudden impulse to seize him by the
hand and exclaim: "Thank God, we're
friends,. Duke!"
He startled a little and looked full in my

face, and tben I knew what had moved me.
Friends were we; but heaven pity the

man who made him his enemylj

Chapter XXII..The Shadow of the
Stofm,

Dolly met me the next morning, looking
shy and half-frightened as a child caughtfruit picking. She gave me her hand with
no show of heartiness, and withdrew it at
once as if its fingers were the delicate an¬
tennae of her innocent soul and I her
natural enemy.

I had written her a little note the evening
before, asking her to meet me at the old
place under Covent Garden, and a very un¬
accustomed unpunctuality on her part was
certain proof ot the disorder "most ad¬
mired" that must even now Be reigning pal¬
pitatingly in her breast.
"Where shall we go, Renny?" she asked,

glancing timidly up at me.
"To Epping again, Dolly, dear. I've set

my heart on it."
She seemed at first as If about to a~sk me

why; then to shrink from a subject she
dreaded appearing to have a leading Inter¬
est in.
"Very well," she answered, faintly. "It

will be lovely there now."
"Wont you help a poor woman to a crust

of bread, kind lidy?" said a voluble whining
voice at our ears, and a sturdy mendicant
thrust her hand between us. She was a
very frowsy and forbidding-looking mendi¬
cant, indeed, with battered bonnet askew
and villainous small eyes, and her neighbor¬
hood was redolent of gin.
"Spare a copper, kind lidy and gentle¬

man." she entreated, with a bibulous smirk,
"and call down the blessings of 'evlng on a
widowed 'arr as 'asn't tysted bit or sup
since yesterday come to-morrer, and five
blessed children wantln' a 'ome. which it's
the rent overdue and these 'ands wore to
knife powder scrapin* in the glitters for
scraps which one crust of bread would ease.
Kind lidy. oh. just a copper."
Dolly was for putting a charitable hand

into her pocket as the creature followed us.
but I peremptorily stopped her and would
not have her imposed upon.
"Kind lidy." continued the woman. "I've

walked the streets all night since yesterday
morning and the soles off my feet, kind
lidy: wont you spare a copper? And I
dursn't go 'ome for fear my man, and I
buried the youngest a week come yesterday,
and praise 'eving I'm a lonely widder. with¬
out child or 'usband, kind lidy: just a
copper for the funeral.and rot the faces
off of you for a couple of bloomin' marks
in your silks and sating3 and may you die
of the black thirst with the ale foa'min' in

SPRING LUNCHEONS
What Flowers Are Appropriate

for Youthful and What for
Older Banquets.

Hints on the Relations the Candle
Shades Should Occupy to the

Other Decorations.

Apple-blossom luncheons for ladies of
mature age, grizzled hair and "set" figures,
seem distinctly inappropriate. The matron
should avoid them. Apple blossoms belong
to youth and apple blossom luncheons
should be exclusively youthful functions.
The girl who is to graduate in June may
act as hostess with a delightful sense of
entire harmony. This is the way she
should manage her little feast.
The table should be of polished mahog¬

any. If that Is not numbered among the
household possessions, excellent effects
may be obtained with a dark cherry or

highly polished walnut board. No cloth
should be used. In v. large glass bowl.
a salad or punch bowl will answer.wild
apple blossoms should be plied. The bowl
should be placed upon a mirror in the
middle of the table. The candlesticks
should be white and the candles pale pink
with shades covered with detached blos¬
soms. The doylies should be of white
linen embroidered in very pale pink.
The dishes should follow the pink and

white color scheme so far as possible.
Radishes scraped in pink and wtoitc stripes,
and pink and white bonbons should be on
the table during the whole meal. A cream
of tomato soup, lobster salad, pink and
white Ices and similar dainties will help
to preserve the color effect.

Other blossoms more appropriate for
ruaturer luncheons are plentiful in spring.
Lilac luncheons are not to be despised
so far as coloring is eoucerned. They also
need the background of a dark polished
table to bring out their beauty. White
and purple ones should be mixed to obtain
the best results. Gilded baskets are strik¬
ing holders for them. Within the basket,
of course, an ordinary bowl capable of
holding water must be concealed or the
blossoms will wilt.
Pansies also give some charming effects.

They should be placed in flat dishes. A
large centre bowl and four smaller ones
for the four corners are not too many to
hold the many-colored blossoms. They
shuld be bunched as loosely as possible and
without any attempt to separate the differ¬
ent colors. With pansies for deco ation,
yellow candles and yeHow shadts an most
effective.

I'm not particularly anxious to find out, as
long as he keeps away from here."
"Ah, as long as he does," said my com¬

panion, and sunk into a pondering fit again.
"Get off early to-morrow," he said, sud¬

denly. "What time have you arranged to
.to meet Dolly?"
"Half-past nine, Duke."
"Not before? Well, be punctual, there's

a good fellow. She's worth ail effort."
I watched him as he rose with a stifled

sign and busied himself over lighting our
bedroom candle. In the gusty dance of the
flame his eyes seemed to change and glint
red like beads of garnet. I had no notion

r

barrils out of reach. You a lidy? Oh, yes,
sich as cocks her nose at a honest woman
starvin' in her rags, and so will you some
day, for all your pink cheeks, when you've
been thrown over like thl3 here bloomin'
bonnet!"
She screamed after us and caught the

mouldy relic from her head and slapped it
upon the pavement in a drunken frenzy;
and she reviled us In worse language than
I can venture to record. Poor Dolly was
frightened and urged me tremblingly to
hurry on out of reach of that strident, curs¬
ing voice. I was so angry that I would
have liked to give the foul-mouthed ham-

led aftef us."

aa-s sss

Dolly?"'* d°es U matter what she said,

curf^efroUm8efl God wouldn't allow a

S",hl5?Vu.d h.*5 "ke th" '» °*«»

there1 rfnS, *°°r °J"8t cure TomOt o(

$®smsm
she said in a 1& %?£' beg"D "ke thls'"

fright itlll*in''hlr^?8pered' but with the

\Vliy.. Doljy,' l said. "I could almost

handV°U suPerst'tIous.and you a liipfey
She laughed faintly.

w,,t 1,n"-1

That about being thrown over "

Now, Doll, I 11 have no more of It u-h.t
ever first comes to the foul ii.

H at"

I.Sr"?eb "ino.,® Wh"p, ".T?! SfiL.ft'l"'«
S"h»a"" "" I?." SttSSOf hay grass blown over wild-rose flowers
>>he seemed a v-ery sweet little oossessinn
tor a dusty Londoner to enjoy a channiiu»
garden of blossom for the fancies rn mv

over. The sun came through the window
and ripened her sensitive cheek ax if it
were a peach; so that when we gotout at

F^,plDg ?Ke i00ke,i 08 if she had slept the

turning. thr°Ugh °U a pi,low of 'ov.e without
Perhaps It was her last happy dream as

It surely was mine. Ah, me! how can I nro
ceed, how write down what follows' The
fruit was to fall, and never for me' The
nmwmSf° *ihe Kardeu were to be scattered
underfoot and trodden upon and their sweet

voice of%eh»bithte,Td ln rtea,h" haunTltfg
heart for

Wns ln Uly ears ;uul 111 my
fgr an^elf-gratulatloii that it had loug

AN ALASKAN HONEYMOON.
The Perilous Wedding- Trip Which

Mrs. Berry Is Taking1.
Mrs. Clarence Berry is a young woman

who Is taking a bridal trip, the prospect
of which would be enough to deter most
women from matrimony. It is over the
icefields and frozen lakes of Alaska. With
such a tour in prospect Mrs. Berry's trous¬
seau naturally differed considerably from
that of the ordinary bride. Tea gowns and
ball room frocks were not Included in It,
but fur caps, sleeping bags, fur shoes,
woollen dresses and snowshoes were.
The sleeping bag in an interesting article

of Arctic attire. When the prospectors
u 'th whom Mr. and Mrs. Berry are travel¬
ling pitch their camp for the night, each
one picks out a spot^ in which to sleep,
gets into the sleeping bag, draws It up
about his head, pulls the string and goes
to sleep praying that his own breathing
will keep him warm.
Mrs. Berry, who is making the perilous

Alaskan journey as the only woman of the
party, is only twenty-one years old. She
is reported to have fairly reveled so far ln
the snow and sleet, and not to have dis¬
played any fear of her ability to climb the
summit of Chilcoot Pass on snowshoes, to
sleep upou the snow and Ice, to sleigh
across Lake Linderman, Lake Bennett,
lagglsh Lake, or to the passing of the
W hite Horse, the Five Fingers and the
Pink Kapids before Circle City.the city of
gold and cold-is reached. When she finally
arrives at Circle City she will discover that
it has only five hundred inhabitants.

AN UNCOMMON RECIPE.

Simply delicious for afternoon teas are

"gateaux aux pistaches," or pistache
cakes. Nor is Jt a great task to compound
ibis delicacy. Beat up five ounces each of
butter and sugar, six ounces of flour and
take three eggs well beaten, adding the flour
and eggs alternately. Bake this mixture'
In a shallow tin. When quite cold cut it

s,$ sr&jtttt'Y'uti: oT&'
wKphTA,VSSSetre with whipped cream, strew It ul«o wirh

wlth uttiQ heapI*i

ceased to abide with me, and its evil influ¬
ence I was to carry with mo forever, and
forever be the Instrument of its far-reaching
malevolence.
As we walked down the platform a voice

hailing' me made the blood jump in my
heart.
'Kenny-KennyI What brings you here?

*11
' .^^at a coincidence! Well met, old

fellow. And I say,' wont you introduce
me ?"
"Miss Mellison.this is my brother." I al¬

most added a curse under my breath.
A black devil surged up *ln me. I was

striving hard for self-command, but my

i\Ji TTWO,nid on]y lssue hnrsh and mechan¬
ical. He had overreached me.had watched
of course, and followed secretly in pursuit
i knew the nature of the smile 011 his
face and ground my teeth over the thought
of what his evil triumph must have been

us to |.pe<jn down lu the same train with

How delighted I am to meet you," he
said. Here was I.only lately 'come to
London Miss Mellison.sick for countrv
air again and looking to nothing better

a lonely tramp through the forest, and
rate throws a whole armful of roses at me.
Are you going there, too? Do let me come
with you."
lJ>0l1hJe?k(.<id timi?1Jr l'P at lie. We bad

road outside
8 were standing on the

11 ? MelUsdn'g shy in company," I
said. Let s each go our own way and we

(a.?r,mee nt ttle station this evening."
i m sure you wont echo that," said Ja

son, looking smilingly at the girl. "I see
heaven before me and he wants to shut me

you!"
e 8 an "nnatural brother fo>

"It seems unkind, don't It, Renny? We
hadn t thought to give you the slip. Mr.
1 render. Why. really, till now I didn't
e\?r° know °f your existence."
"That's Renalt's way, of course. He al¬

ways wanted to keep the good things to
himself. But I've been in London quite a
long time now. Miss Mellison, and he hasn't
even mentioned me to you."
Dolly gave me a glance half-perplexed,

half reproachful.
"Why didn't you, Renny?"
I struggled to beat down the answer that

was on my lips:. "Because I thought him
no fit company.for you."

"I didn't see why I should," I said, cool¬
ly. "I m not bound to make my friends
his.
"How rude you are.and vour own broth¬

er! Don't mind him. Mr. Trender. He can
be very unpleasant when he chooses."
She smiled at him and my heart sunk.

Was it possible that his eyes.his low musi¬
cal voice.could he be taking her captive
already?"
"Come," I said, roughly. "We're losing

the morning chattering here, Dolly. You're
not wanted. Jason. That's the blunt truth."
Dolly gave a little, pained crv of depre¬

cation.
"Don't. Renny! It's horrible of you."
"I can't help it," I said savagely. "He's

as obtuse-as a tortoise. He ought to see
he's in the way."
"You give me credit for too delicate a

discrimination, my good brother. What fel¬
low go related would naturally jump to
such a conclusion? But I'll go'lf I'm not

"No, you sha'n't, Mr. Trender.* I wont
be a party to such behavior."

I turned upon the girl with a white face,
I could feel.
"Dolly," I said, hoarsely, "If he goes

with you, I don't!"
Her face flushed with anger for the first

time in my knowledge of her.
"You can do just as you like, Rennv, and

spoil my day if you want to. But I haven't
given you the right to order me about as
If I was a child.'1
W ithout another word I turned upon my

heel and left them. I was furious with a
conflicting rage of emotions.detestation of
my brother, anger toward Dolly, bafl3ed
vanity and mad disappointment. In a mo¬
ment the sunshine of the day had been
tortured into gloom. The sting of that
was the stab I felt most keenly in the first
tumult of my passion. That this soft
caprice of sex I had condescended to so
masterfully In my thoughts should turn
upon and defy me! I had not deemed
such a thing possible. Had she only played
:'Ith me after all. coquetting and humoring
and rendering after the manner of her
kind? Were It so, she should hear of the
mere pity that had driven me to patroniz¬
ing consideration of her claims; should
learn of my essential Indifference to her in
a very effectual manner.

I am ashamed to recall the first violence
with which, in my mind, I tortured that
poor gentle image. As my rage cooled, it
wrought, I must confess, an opposite re¬

venge. Then Dolly became in my eyes a
treasure more desirable than ever, now my
chance of gaining her seemed shaken. I
thought of all her tender moods and pretty
ways, so that my eyes tilled with tears. I

had behaved rudely, had shocked her geu«
tie sense of decorum. And here, by rea¬
son of an exaggerated spleen, had 1
thrown her alone into the company of the
very man whose Influence over her I most
dreaded.
And what would Duke say.Duke, who lu

noble abrogation of his own 'claims had
so pathetically committed to my care this
child of his deep, unselfish love?

I had been walking rapidly In the oppo<
site direction to that 1 fancied the othej
two would take; and now I stopped anc
faced about, scared with a sudden shock ol
remorse.
What a fool, a coward, a traitor to mj

trust I had been! I must retrace my stepi
at once and seek them up and down th«
forest alleys. I started off in panic haste,
sweating with the terror of what I had
done. I plunged presently into the woods,and for a couple of hours hurried hithei
and thither without meeting them.
By and by, breaking into the open again,

I came upon an inn, favored of tourists,that stood back from a road. I was parched
and exhausted, and thought a glass of beer
would revive me to a fresh start. Walk¬
ing into the tap, I passed by the open door
of the coffee room, and there inside were
they seated at a table together, and a
waiter was uncorking a bottle of cham¬
pagne behind them.
Why didn't I go in then and there? I

had found my quarry and the game might
yet be mine. Ask the stricken lover who
will pursue his lady hotly through anxioua
hours and then, when he sees her at last,
will saunter carelessly by as if his heart
were cold to her attractions. Some such
motive, In a form Infinitely baser, was
mine. I may call It pride, and hear th«
wheel creak out a sardonic laugh.
"They seem happy enough without me,"

my heart said, but my conscience knew the
selfishness that must nurse an injury above
any sore need of the lrtjurer.
Their voices came to me happy and mer¬

ry. They had not seen me. I drank my
beer and stole outside, miserably tempo¬
rizing with my duty.
"She sha'n't escape again," I thought;

"I'll go a little distance off and watch."
I waited long, but they never came. At

length, stung to desperation, I strode back
to the inn and straight into the coffee
room. It was empty. Seeing a waiter, I
asked him if the lady and gentleman who
had lunched at such and such a table had
Ivfr.
"Yes," he said. lie believed the lady and

gentleman had gone into the forest by the
garden way.
Then I was baffled again. Surely the

curse of the virago of the morning waa
operating after all.
Once more I sought the trees and wan¬

dered hopelessly up and down. I felt utter¬
ly lonely and unhappy, and most deeply
bitten with repentance.
Evening drew on. and at last there waa

no help for it but to make for the station
and catch our usual train back to town.
They were standing on the platform when

I reached it. I walked straight up to them.
Dolly flushed crimson when she saw me,
and then went pale as a wlndflower, but
she never spoke a word.
"Hullo!" said Jason. "The wanderer re¬

turned. We've had a rare day of it; and
you have, too, no doubt."

I spoke up steadily, with a set determina¬
tion to prove master of myself.
"I've been looking for you all day. Dolly,

I'm sorry I left you in a temper. Please for¬
give me, dear."
"Oh. yes." she snid, indifferently and

wearily." "It doesn't matter."
"Hut it does matter to me. Dolly, very

much, to keep your good opinion."
She turned and looked at me with a

strange expression, as if she were on the
point of bursting into tfcars, but she only
ended with a ilttle formless laugh and
looked awav again.

"I don't think you can value my good
opinion much, and I'm sure I don't know
whv you should."
The train lunging in at this point stopped

our further talk: and, once seated in it. the
girl lay back in her corner with closed eyea
as if asleep. .
Jason sat silent, with folded arms, the

lamplight below the shadow cast by h's
hat brim emphasizing a smile on his firmly
curved lips: and I. for my part, sat silent
also, for my heart seemed sick unto death.

vT Hi* Vrttiiiivs Doltv would have no

further escort home. She was tir<-d out. she
said, and begged only we should see her
Into an omnibus and go our ways without
her. _ .

As the vehicle lumbered off I timietf
fiercely upon ray brother.

To be continued to-morrow. This story
began In the Journal April 27.

A Supplement of the Journal
containing the first seven chap-
ters of " The {Mil[ of Silence"
will be mailed to any address
upon receipt of a two cent-
stamp.

'Back numbers containing
the other chapters thus far
published may be had at tha
Journal office.

PRETTY CAPS AND APRONS
For the Nursery Maid.

Caps for domestic wear are of four sorts.
There Is the nurse's ordinary cap and there
is the nurse's stringed cap, which has a

foreign air calculated to deceive the un¬

initiated into believing that its wearer is
an importation from abroad. Then there
Is the waitress's cap, and there Is the mob
or sweeping cap. Altogether the array is
an imposing one.
The sweeping cap is made of gingham,

and It is not beautiful. It is circular In
shape and entirely covers the hair of the
sweeper. It is purely utilitarian. ' It is

made of material heavy enough to prevent
the dust from filtering throughThe waitress's cap may be either square
or triangular. In either case a point lie*
directly above the middle of the forehead
of the wearer.
The nurse's caps are round, not unlike

the sweeper's In shape. They make up for
their simplicity of form by their elaborate
material
Aprons are equally attractive. Short, pertlittle affaire, which suggest the soubretta

of the stage, are designed for waitresses.
They are of white mull, trimmed with ruf¬
fles, or of white embroidered laws.


